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ge 1 my Study, retired from the world’s busy jer, 
= Alt jorgelful of Courts, andl of clients’ foul din, 
In the delicate fumes from my fragrant cigar, 

oo my wonder | See a new era begin. 


Old Saint Nicholas enters: bis generous back 
Bears a burden of snow from the fierce winlry alr, 
Find while vainly I fook for hig wonderful back, 
| He possesses himself of my sole easy chair. 
Sig more closely | fook al my visitor ¢ face, 
ome unusual frowns of dlisfoleasure aleear. 
“Sir Vol cry, Hcithout doubt, yonsler distant cold lolace 
ls too far from the fire be at home! Dray draw near.” 


o0se we 


With a sid, Axe} lrojoundl, that in trouble | start 
lest my guest may be iff for I welt knew bis worth- 
Brom the deaths of hig tender and generous heart, 
This referoachful comfataint, ‘midst bis tears issued forth. 


oi My grateful yearly task 1S clone. 
Before the morrow's cheerful sun 
br ae hel tale ef the das, 

Rar must | lake my fondly way. 

Tye teft some stiaht remembrance here,— 
Witt bring perchance a smile op tear: 
But fears not mixed wilh grie| op feain,— 
Ferom bearts that wish me come again. 
My steeds, dischar8'd {bein variga glore, 
linjoatient wail me al your door. 

But ere | ure them in their flight 

Frcross the trackless wasles of night, 

One folaint | make,—and make in. vain, 

Bul who their deefoest sorrows can restrain? 


What my Suest in dejection, $0 sadly bad said, 
Ritled my sout with unutt’rabfe feelings of dread. 

‘5 My dear sir,” | remarked, “will you please to exfotain 
The unfortunate cause of your harrowing pain. 
Grave indeed must bave been mortat’s cruel offense, 
What can thus such a kind benefactor incense. 


Flas,” he said, : jor a years 
I've bad my constant growing fears 
That alt my care has been in vain, 
To stretch the fimit of my reign. 
When eer ufeon this annual eve 
The portals of my home | teave, 
Benealh my Seal the yearly board 
Of curious treasures safely stored, 
One solace of my flight ] miss. — 

My joy and comfort. oes; ‘tis this.” 


On bis gmalt meerschaum Die there displayed to my view, 
An inquisitive gfance, in my wonder, | threw. 

Fut the sight, in amazement, “Qood heavens!” 1 shout, 
“Why, dear sir, your most ven rable Die bas Zone out. 

In confusion 1 stood, and unable fo Suess 

What the omen might mean; and unwilling fo press 

My companion its import concealed to exptain, 

Liest perchance Pd offend, when be thus spoke again 


“Whe winter's bfasts of snow ara bai 
Wilh wreth retort the moumful tafe, 
“Vour Dipe is oul’ Alas! 'tis true. 
That ancient bowl from which 1 draw 
oweel incense fo the Qoddess’ shrine, 
Who guards the fragrant Elicotine, 
My bade of power, known far and wide, 
Where eer my nimble Reindeers afide, 
Has fost its charm; ane ols) Kame, 
With boigt rous shoul, 1 bear feroctaim 
The praises of a rising star, 
I tbink you calf its nome Cigar.” 


poe row ih obit you Ration 


ee hi sad a modern invention, 


: mas is andl nef rable choice. 


1 hee bat ike S nol eel 


Ae. ind Ets My nous, ie you pala have 5 my it, 
he ces bt Ws vir IS: she Here try if. 
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stots $ sues. 


site 


. opel 
/ error hoe. ” bea sai 


inable, onl 1! 


. if ‘ou Ne he ane Ee re es aside, 
| Av haste. to overtake th ah stride 

aah Of Drogeess. Bu Bood night! I bear 

me Th “inpatient pawing © of my Deer. , 

aN “Mig many Leagues: of flight before 
They "f SR their dvetant’ glable’s door. 
| Their breakfast athe them, and | fear 
Te ee them longer fretting bere 
Tm off; but first | rt take. a heh: 

even a y Conceming you next year. —- Ahem! ; 
My Fy oe ny bey on pardon, bu ] would sudsest, 
ee eer y journey. will ke fong before I regt,- 


- Ejeue me,-but the distance ig $0 fer 
ht es iG len AL fresh cigar. 


“Hell yoursel] my old friend, there are blenty to Spare, 
lt were shameful besides to refuse you a share.” 
Dre ek HIM clecra weed, 

White he foosened the reins of bis beoutifut steeds. 
With a shout ke was off, and a clatter and jingle, 
Brought an end to my visit with jolly Kris Kringle. 
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